. in farming—

X TRUDGED AWAY vyou'll wait for

IXTO THE WEST- . me fust two
pears, Marcia, won't you?”

“I'll wait fifteen years, Jere” she
lad promised. *That is an nwinl long
time, and it proves how much—I care!”

Jeremish bad admitted tenderly that
it 4did prove Marcia's love, and so he
had trudged away into the west. The
sears had dragged by, and Jereminh
had not made a fortume, but Marcla
was still waiting.

Every month her lover had written
a long letter, and these letters became
at last a history of disillusionment and
hard, hard work—e history of digging
anderground, of great *strikes” and
disastrous business deals In which
Jeremish Allen always came our a
poorer and wiser man than when he
—2ntered. It would seem that with so

< much poverty and wisdom thrust upon
aim Jeremish might have done better,
but be never did.

His last letter had contained glowing
accounts of a new camp in the Klon-

~ Mke. He was there now, she thonght.

*“If Jereminh doesn't come tonight I
shall marry Captain Ladd in a montn,”
averred Marcin again as she stared
steadily at the fire.

The clock ticked above the high
mentelshelf, the cat purred nolsily n
the warm corner, and the logs hissed
and spat In the fireplace. Outside it
was gnowing softly, and now and then
a large flake touched the window pane
ith a muffled rap.

“If he doesn't come tonight,” she ar-
guid with herself, “be can't expect me
to walt for bim any longer. I'm thir-
ty-eight now. I shall marry Captain
Iadd in a month” She shuddered a
little at the sight of Captain Laad's
rabicund visage peering at her aronnd
the clock on the shelf.

“1 don't s'pose Jere 'd want to see
that picture on the shelf,” she mused
a8 she hid it in a drawer. “He used to
be jealous. I expect be’s an old man
uow. He must be forty-two. I hope
e is rich. I can't stand another year
of poverty—it's too grinding. If he
tomes back penniless I shall marry
Captain Ladd anyway!™

With this resolution the door opened,
and in walked the captain, his bair
and beard sprinkled with clinging
snowflakes until he looked like a ver-
itable Santa Claus.

“Thought I'd watch In the new year
with you, Marcin™ he puffed as he
unwound himself from several yards of
woolen muffler. *“1 thought to myselt
that as we was likely to go through the
year together as man and wife mebbe
it'd be a good
idex to watch
the new year In
together, eh?"

Marcia hesitat-
ed. “Well” she 8
murmured, with §
2 Teluoctant §
glance at the §
clock, “I kind of §
expected some §
one else tonight RS
—Some obe who HEN
promised to be B&j
bere—but I ruess
he—they ain’t W
coming.” 2
“““Does that f
mean yol want B
e to stay, Mar- §

-

cia?” ;
| Marcia nodded §
gravely. “If the

right company *“I WANT EO'LE'AS:DS-
bad come I'd BHTP.
bave said no,” she explained wistrully,
“You understand I'm not marrying for
love. I'm lonely, and 1 want compan-
Sonship and some one o take care of.”
The captain nodded. “I'm willlng to
be took care of,” be sald solemnly.
Marcla knitted calmly, the warm red
wool of the mittens threading her
strong fiogers like rippling flames. It
was Dot easy to realize that she was
practically engaged to Captain Ladd.
The old sailor had pursued her ever
since Jeremiah's departure fifteen years
= ‘before.

“You can have the house repapered
if you want to. Marcis,” sald the good
<aptain after awhile.

“All right,” agreed Marcia in a mof-

_“Tm going to buy & oew carriage,

“HERE'S WISHING YOU A HAPPY NEW YEAR!”

I
too, s0's we can drive . town in ||
proper fashfon. The old buggy Is all |

TO NINETEEN-TEN. |

in tntters.™ |
“That will be Thild of eternity, child of the si- |
nice.” murmured | Tence, !

A Marcla, |

3 ~We might get | Fair New Year,
marrled on Val- | Wise with the wisdom sages have
entine's day. left the
That'll give you ! €,
time to get | Bend thine ear,
ready. eb, Mar- | Tift up the veil that cov
cla? he sald | feftum:, 3 m &
plarfally.
-‘"er! well,” f Smge New Ym'
consented  Mar- | Rainbow a promise over the dark-
&4 cla mechanically. | 1
il The hours wore | s -
on. She put re- | Lest we fear!

freshment of |
cider and dough- |
nuts before her

Bury our yesterday, foolish and

£ satlor lover, but | empty,
: el she did not touch | Fathoms deep:
“way, 2ax mce> TR Bemselt fyoooo 0 o d
: " When the clock | b = Funarked, Sun
chimed 12 he arose and turned a tended,
merry eye toward her. “Here's to Where they sleep.
your bealth, Marcia Scott. soon to be |
Marcia Ladd Give me a kiss, my Then_x]m}.l the morrows find us val-
dear, to seal the bargain.” He leaned | iant,
w"l\'o. I{::- cried M";E;, h ' g e, lowce e
no! vehemently. | . 3 |
“I bave made a mistake—I can't mn; ’ Heel:lng thy, glance witk & il
you, Captain Ladd. I am waiting for daunted,
some one else. Oh, I cannot marry ‘- Glad New Year!

Fou—not this year!”

The captain glared angrlly at ber. EDGAR E. WERB.

| as much a part of the boliday festivi

| tom put a tin onder the cake to keep
| it from burning.
| four and a half hours in a slow buy |
| weil heated oven. ’

TWELFTH NIGHT CAKE.

A Twelfth Night cake In England I

tles as Is the Christmas tree itselt. On
Twelfth Night varfons gageties and
revels ure arranged. the cake being

Bnally drawn fu by the children on u
decorated cart or borne aloft by the |
servauts on a board trimmed with |
Christmas greens. A recipe for mak. |
Ing the cake comes from England: !
Beat to & smooth cream two pounds |
of unsnlted butter, then add two |
pounds of powdered sugar. a whole |
nutmeg grated and an ounce each of
powdered cinnamon, giuger, mace and
allsplce.  Beat this mixture ten min-
utes and add graduvally twenty eggs,
beating the cuke after that for twenty
minutes. Stir in, a little at a time,
two pounds of flour. four pounds of |
currants, a half pound of bruised alm. |
onds and balf a pound each of can-
dled orange and lemon peel and citron.
beating the cake lightly after each
addition. [Last of all add a claret
glass of brandy. Line a large cake
tin w*'th well bettered paper and fill it
three-quarters full of the dough. which
will leave room for the cake to rise. |
Cover the top with the buttered paper. |
and If the oven bakes fast at the bot-

It zhould bake for

the lower section of the great clty.
The Prodoce Exchange stands close

_I'to the lower end of the fsland. on

which the older part of New York city
is bullt. Thix i not a residentinl sec-
tion, being the area In which the won-

- I'derful skyscraper sky line’ of the city

appeurs to the view of people a-sall on
the bay «r the rivers. Yet mavy fam-
flles inhabit the older and sbabtier
bullding= in the vicinity. Most of
these families are quite poor and the
children numernus.  Santa Claus fre-
quently forgets to visit them, but the
children have their Christmas tree pro-
vided by the Produce Exchange men.
A huge tree trimmed with candles,
lanterns and all the finery of Santa
Claus Land ‘s lighted up for the chil-
dren, while hundreds of baskets of
luxuries and necessities are distrib-
nted.

Rows of seats arranged In a circle,
tler upon tler, accommodate the de-
lizhted Iittle ones. In the center fe a
real circus, with tanbark oo the floor

—same as Barnum’s, Last New Year's |

EDCCATED DOGS.

eve a uniformed band of eizhty-five
pleces from Roman Catholic institu-
tions in the peizhborbood furnished
all the music the children wanted and
more than some of them ecared for
Inasmuch as the tots were thers to
Fell with delizht when the ringmaster.
2 member of the exchange. stepped
Into the ring. cracked hiz longz whip
and introduced the performers.

There were bareback riders, pony
races, trained borses, trapeze perform-
ers. magiclans, educated dogs. jogzlers
and—clowns! Of course there were
clowns. What would a circus be with-
out them?

“This year or none. ma'am!’ You've

been a-putting me off more times than

I want to remember! Shall we begin

this new year together or not?"
| “Not!" sald Marcia frmly.
mind’s made up for good and all”

“Good night, and a happy new year
to ¥ou, ma'am!™ snapped Captain Ladd
88 he strode from the house.

.1 dido’t mean fifteen years, Jere
miah™ whispered Mareia softly ta her-
self as she thrust Captain Ladd's ple-
ture in the fire. *“I meant I would
walt always. I've just found it out.”

There was a little contented smile
on her face now as she dreamed be- |
fore the fire, and so she did not hear
& low tap at the door. Again it sound- |
ed, louder, and she rose to her feet, |
with g little frightened cry. i

The door swung open, and this time |
|a tall form entered and stamped the |
| elinging snow from his feet. |
i “Marcia—little Marcia™ be cried |
| eagerly. “I 2in’t too late? You're walt- |
1ing for me yet?" |

“Yes," sobbed Marcln in Jeremiah's H

Btrong arms,
| I ain’t rich, Marels. I'm a dead
!' fallure at getting rich. T've come back
{to buy a farm and settle down. I've |
| got just enough for that. Do Fyou want
|me now, Marecla? I ain't rich, bat
i I've got my two bands and you. Wy,
{Iam rich™ he laughed delightedly.

“And I am rich. too,” sighed Mareln
bapplly. “I have got you!™
The new year had already begun. !
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Not Such a Handicap.

Spratt—Yes, 1 know I'm a very ab-
sentminded fellow. but I'm always glad |
of It on New Year's,

Snaggs—How so0?

Spratt—Why, I can break all my
New Year's resolutions without cans-
iag any comment In the family.

— e

The New Year's S ster.
Thin tn the day Then wkon ors shoot
And then go home ang *-xolate”
"t next vear surely, ccome what may,
*7 will not shoot or XNiew Tenr's doy

t'

OFF WITH THE OLD YEAR, OF WITH THE NEWL

| S0 T tried him with & smile. Says

his. We chanced to meet.- -

“HE GIVE MY HAND A SHAKE."
Thought a minute he’d ’a’ fallen, the.
way his features twitched.. |
| Then he give a hearty chuckle an”
says he: “Well, T'll be switched®

Why, that takes me forty year
back!” An’ he give myhandm
Till my arm from wrist to shouldez

i

>

1 =

for & good hour felt the ache. l
So we chatted for a little, an’ at last:
he says to me: AT
‘T'm & pretty lonesome fellow. Can’t’
you come an’ dine with me?” :i
An’ that evenin’ I went over. (Sus!
sie’s children hed 2 “hop” = |-
An’ them young folks made a bed-|
hmwhereI&idn‘tme‘bol_tcp.)}[" 2

I'd 2 mighty pleasant evenin,’ an’ f
found out—well, it’s strange | -
How you can't size up a neighbor;
when you meet him just om.
? 1 .
T've heard from other parties—he'd! .
have never told himself— St
Gurley’s got some square ideas about
other things than pelf. LA

He had just that very mornin’ sent
the children’s home & check

An’ had helped an old time schools
mteofwhomd:inkha&msﬂ&j :
& wreck. B

Beats all how some folks can do such

things an’ keep their face- tart.! =

‘What's the open hand at i L i

though, without the open heart?

Mt ST

“mmnonmm’ =t
Kind o’ cast iron grin his smile was,!
but he thawed out when I!

spoke, = !
An’ to make things kind o’ easy

LN LS

i
worked off a little joke. L]
Why, he fairly keeled with lsughin’,|

an’ he slans me on the back, i
An’ before an hour was over we var!
callin’ Seth an' Jack, i

Bettin' cheek by jowl an' tellin'
'bout the times when we was'
youg’

“he heskin’s an’ the quiltin’s an’ the-
old time songs we sung. :
The coastin® gn” the sleigh rides an”.
the dancin® in the barm. .
An’ at tellin’ old time stories he.
could cap me, every yarn. 3

Butﬁefmlldtwemdeittp'ht:-
meet tonight ag'in, Jime
For we're bound to set the cld year .
_. outan’see the New Yoartn, |

£
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